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CRO(tKERY'S  LAMENTATION ; 

Or,  Wonderful  Changes  ! 

Sung  by  Mr.  LANE,  at  the'  "Kie^ttc- Royal,  New- 
caftle,  on  Monday,  17lJt»  March,  l^i7. 

WHAT  changes  have  been,  fince  'I  went  to 
Bengal,  -  } 

My  iweetheart  is  grown  fo  confoundedly  tall ; 
'Twere parjury  to  many  a  monfter,  I  toU  her, 
So  I  promised  a  tit,  not  quite  up  to  my  ihoulder, 

D^iry/cjovvn. 

Tn  every  ftreet,  now,  there's  a  new  {on  ofjhop  ; 
4  the  Old  Bailey,  too,  there^  a  i|feW^j{brt  of  i5^&^ 
Ik  new  fort  o{  Robber  Is  now  to  be  founii,.  :j  \l 
Who  has  others  hang'd  for  him,; and  gets  ^r/|/5jpo««rfi^ 

Deny  doi?^ji. 

The  world's  to  be  burnt  very  foog,  theylfcolare ; 
No  wonder- — "When  Gqs^  JLight^  ifet  fire  to  tliM^-air  : 
The  clouds  too  are  tapt,  f^r  a  dropfical  cafe, 
And  the  fiin  has  broke  out  with  black  Ipots  oTi  A/V  face^> 

X)erry  down. 

On  the  firft  day  of  April  we  make  fools  of  fdlks ; 
'^I  hat  day  was  confidf-r'^  the  day  of  all  jokes  j  >  . 
But  ihat  day  too  is  chang'd,  as  now  it  appears. 
For  ihe  day  of  aii  jokes  is  the  Dey  of  j^/guts^ 
^  ,  Derry  dov^in. 

I  next  v/ent  to  I rfgey,  "where  Wellington  ftt)h€  ; 
1  thought  that  he  there  liood  a  hero  alone  ; 
i3ut  he  too  ls  changM,  for,  in  Europe,  I  hear, 
Ke  hath  conquered  twice  more  than  in^/wf/jiiTOldear  ! 

.  Dcrry  down* 
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I  left  Bons;^  fighting  tyafia  and  dry  hni^ 
His  motive  it  was  to  get  hold  pf  an  ifland  ; 
But  HqIv  I've  con^e  back,  I  look  quite  agJiaft, 
For  egad  !  he's  ^^o/  hM  of  an  ifland  at  laft. 

Derry  down. 

Our  oflrj  and  our/ii'/f  are  exploded  atid  gone. 
By  steam  {xom  hot  ivater  the  Boat  is  pufli'd  on  ; 
Our  Coinage  is  aket'^d,  but  that  is  not  strange^ 
For  Shillings  w^te  always  inclining  to  change. 

Derry  down. 

Little  LANE,  now,  in  changing,  takes  wondrous 
delight. 

For  he  a  ftrange  character  plays  every  night  ; 
But  ftill  to  one  charactev'  he  means  to  be  true, 
'Tis  Gratitude,  Thanks^  and  Devotion  to  you. 

Derry  down. 

DecHh  of  Abercrojnbie. 

/'^I  ^WAS  on  the  fpot,  in  ancient  lore  oft  ramM, 
X      Where  Iris  arid  Ofins  once. held  fway, 
O'er  kings  who  fleep'in  pyran.idic  prida  ; 
But  now  for  Britifh  valour  far  more  fam'd, 
Siace  Nelson's  band  achiev'd  a  glorious  day, 
And,.cr©wn'd  with  laurel,  Abercrombie  died. 
Her  rofeate  colours  the  da ^;vn  had  not  fli^d, 
O^er  the  field  \vhichJterrt  flaaghter  had  tinted  too  red. 
Tw^s  dark— fave  each  Halh  at  the  cannon's  hoarfe 
found, 

When  the  brave  Abercrombie  receiv'd  liis  death 
wound ; 

His  comrade*  with  grief  uftaiFeded  deplore, 
Though  to  Britain's  renown  he  gave  one  laurel  more. 
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With  a  mhid  undibdu'dj,  fttU  the  foie  he  iefy^, 
On  the  Ctesd  which  the  HeVd     Acre  fapplf  d^ 
'Till,  feelinj  hefoon  to  fate^s  (umiiibns  itiUft  Jrield, 
lie  gave  Sidney  Uie  fw6rd  be  np  lender  cotilci  wield ; 
I  Hs  comrades  Viith  grief  unaffected  dejilore, 
Though  to  Britain's  renown  be  g^v^ijipe  laurel  more. 

The  ftandard  of  AiMo^>^wJt|i  \i€tory  <irowti'd, 
WavM  over  his  head  as  he  lai\k  Qp  t|ie\grQUrivh 
Take  rne  hence,  my  brave  fellows,"  the  ye):*ran  did 
cry, 

My  duty's  cotnplefte,  i^ftdfcf^n^^ 

"^^^^HAT  dirge-like  irains  now  meet  the 

Strains  that  cdl  for  pity's  tear  ; 
See  a  sclernn  tvam^app^^ . 
Tis  the  Soldier'^ itmerdl.^ 

Slow  they  mo^ty  in  atde'nc^f^ 
Sorrow  markipg  ey^y  ? 
With  ill  the  pomp  of  u^agio  grace 
The  gallant  Soldier's  funeral. 

And  lo  !  a  form  more  deeply  fad^ 
A  female  form^  in  fable  eiad  ; 
She,  torn  from  her  tov'4  Soldier  lad. 
Weeps  to  fee  his  funeral 


b  black-ftaift'd  plumes  in  fplendor  wave, 
o  mourners  bSt  ^ib  comrades  brave^ 
nd  heart-broke  wife  "attend  the  grave^ 
Fbrm'd  for  the  Sc^idiJ^^ 

bw  they  reach  the  hciy  ground, 
jid  all  in  dea^tWijke  filence  bound. 
In  refted  arms  the  fpot  furround, 
-Intent  upon  the  funeraU 

he  Prieft  repeats,  the  solemn  prayer^ 
li^  martial  volley  rends  the  air, 
.0  greet  the  fpirit  fled  from  care, 
Avd  close  the  Soldier's  funeral. 

Th^  Wounded  Bujar. 

\  LONE  to  the  banks  of  the  dark  rolling  Pannbc, 
Fiir  Adelaide  hied  #h<?n  the  i?at;ile  w^as  oVr ; 
J  whithervfiie  cried,  haftthqii  wandered,  my  trtte  love, 

Or  where  dbtl  thou  welter  and  bleed  on  the  fliore. 
iVhat  voice  have  l  heardl*t3^as:ri^y  Henry  that  figh'd : 

Ail  niouraful  ftie  haften*d,  nor  wandered  ii^e  far. 
When  bleeding  ^and  low  on  the  h^atli^(h^ -descried, 
'  By  the  light  of  the  moott,  hcr  lii«)^^^^  ^iuilar. 

From  his  bofom  that  hcavM,  the  laa  torrenf  was 
dreaming,  K  , .  ,  r 

And  pale  was  his  visage,  deep  mark'd  with  a  Icar, 
And  dim  WM  that  eye,  onceexpreffively  beamings 

That  meltea  in  Ibv^,  aid  tHa^^indled  m  war  ^ 
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How  fmjt  was  poor  iVdelaide's,  heart  at  thp  ficht. 
Ho  w  bitter  (he  wept  o'er  the  vi^m  of  wai- ;  " 
"Haft  tiiou  come,  my  iond ibve,  this  lafl  ftif'rowTul 

"To  chesr  tlie  lone  heat  of  i)6«r  wot^ndetl  Sfifer.?^ 

"  Thou^ftalt  live,"  (he  rcphed,  "  htavea's-tnetcy  nw. 

heving,  .      -  , 
"Each  angiiinMng  wound  fhall  forbid  roe  to  mourn;'' 
Ah  J  no,  thelaa  pang  in  my  bofom  is  heaving,  ' 
"  No  hght  of  the  morn  thzlVtb  H'ihry  ietinnt 
I  hou  charmer  of  life,  ever  tender  and  true, 
"  Ye  babes  of  njy  love,  th^t  a'*«itnie  aff^ 
tVru    ''["S  tongue  scarcely  could  ^murmur  adieu  !  .i 
When  he  sunk  in  her  4*ilns— ih«  poor  wounded 

TWAS  fummer/and  foftly  W  breezes  were 
hw^mg,:  •  .  ..■  -  ■„-.■  ■. 

And  fweetly  the  rtightingAle  fo^  ftim  ^m^-  j 
At  the  foot  of  a  rack  where  tht^rh^ef  *as  ffosi^ing 

1  lat  myfelf  do'Vyt  on  *he  banks  of  the  Dee. 
X- low  on.  lowly  Dee,  flowop..tbQu  fwee>  river, 

Thy  banks,  purest  flream,  fiall  be  dear  to  me  ever ; 
Fc»;^Uiere  I  first  g^n'dHhe  aiie«tion%rf  i^^ 

Of  Jamte,.the  glQry:aBd  ptiiie  of ;tlifcDee, ,  -  -  ■  yj^ 

But  now^he's  gone  from  me,  and  left  me  thus  mourn- 

AId^ti^^'  proud  rebeWor  valiant  is  he : 
And  ah  !:  there's  no  hopes o£  ii^ fpeedy  r^tttrftinff, ,  , 
To  wander  again  ou  the  banks  of  tl^  Dee^^ 
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He's  gone,  ha{>lefs  youths  9*«r  tlie  loud  roaring  biU 
lowff  y^,:      ...  ■  ■     •  ' 

The.  kiriduH  and  fw^eteft  of  all  the  gay  felfows. 
And  left  me  to  ftray  'mopgft  the  once  loved  willows, 

The  lonelieft  maid  on  the  banks  of  the' Dee. 

But  time  and  my  prayers  may-  perhaps  yet  reftore 
him, 

Bleft  peace  may^  reftore  my  dear  fnejpherd  to  me ; 
And  when  he  returns,  \tith  fach  care  Pil  watch  o'er 
him. 

He  never  fliall  leave  the  fweet  banks  of  the  Dee. 
The  Dee  ther  (hall  flow,  all  its  beauties  difplaying 

The  lai^ibs  cn  its  banks  fhall  again  be  seen  playing  ; 
While  I  ifith  tiiy ^ Jamie  am  cat elefsiy  tlr^iying, 
P  And  tailing  again  all  the  fweets  of  the  Dee, 

f ;     ;  The  Blind  Boy. 

jT^H  fay,  \vhat  is  that  thing  call'd  h'ght, 
V-^    W hich  I  can  n^^X  enjoy  ? 
What  ar?  the  bleife^gs  of^t^  ? 
r  Oh  !  tell  your  poor  blind  boy. 

Tou  talk  of  wondroiis  tVmgs  you  fee. 
You  fay  the^fun  fiiines  bright  ; 

!  feel;him  Avarui,  but  how  caii  he 
OF  make'  it  ciay  or  ni^^ 

VLy  day  or  night  my felf  1  make. 

Whene'er  I  fleep  oi:  play ; 
.^^^I  cou'd  l  ever  keep  a\vake. 

With  me  'twere  al#ay^  day* 
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With  heavy  fighs,  1  often  hear 
You  mourn  my  haplefs  woe  ; 

Sut,  furey  with  patience  I  can  bear 
4  loft  1  ne'er  call  teow. 

Then  let  not  what  I  cannot  hzve. 

My  cheer  o£  mind  deftroy  : 
Whilil  tEen  I  fino^  1  am  _ 

Although'a  poor  blind,  boy.  j 

Fvor  Mad  Margery. 

A HI  did  you  not  hear  of  a^pgor  filly  rnaid,, 
WJiq  liften*d  to  love,. but  vyliofe,  lover  betri 
WKo  fled  far  away  to  conceat  her  fad  fKame^  ^ 
And  who  wild  in  h?r  wHs  and'her  ma.nners  beq 
And  they  calFd  ft^r,' *Pbor  mad  Margei 
-      .       ■  ■  '      •     '  •         v    '  '         ■  .'i  -i^-  ^  y 
A  garland  flie  cuU'd  from  the  Hedges  ai>d  meadi 
Atid  chcfe  lier  collection  of  ntttles  apd  weeds  r  j* 
Btit  the  fe^ts  Hie  neglected^  or  threw  them  a!l^ 
3/or  (be  thought  fhe  defer:v'd  no  delight* buLto,^^ 
So  faceweU  to  poor  M,^r^^?ry<^^^^ 

She  v/an^jerM  forlorn,  v/iihput  guif  di^ofP  guld 
To  the  buxik  of  the  floods  or  the  precipkp  f^d^  |i 
And  iho'  ilorms  howl'd  arband  h^.T  Ihe  heeded  t 
npt, 

For>  in  thpuglits  ::of  hei  Jhas^ie,  all  lier  fear;S  were 
By  the  haplefs  poor  niad  MargCJ 


FINIS. 


